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Rich. Then give me leave to goe. 

Bui . Whither? 

Ri^. Whither yoir vvill/o I vvere from yotir fights: 
Bui. Goefome of youconvey him to the Tower. 
Rich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all. 
That iifethus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bui. On wcdnefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your ielves* Sxemi. 
Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 

Carl. The. woe’s to come, the children yet un-borne, 
Shall feelethisday asfharpe tothem as thorne. 

Aum. You holy clergy- mentis there no plot 
To rid the R ealmc of. this pernicious blot f 

Abbot. Before I freely lpeake my minde herein. 
You (hall not onely take the Sacrament, 

Tq bury mine intents, but alfo to effect 
What ever I fhall happen to devife- 
I fee your browes are full of diicontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eyes of t cares. 

Come home with me to (upper, ile lay a plot 
Shall Drew us all a mebry day. Exeunt- 




Enter fhsee*ie y and Ladies . 

J23' This way the King will come: this is the way 
To Julius Cafars ill-erreaed Tower.: , ( 

To whole flint bofome, my condemned Lord 
Is doom'd-' a Prifoner, by proud BttUmgbroo\e. 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refting for her true Kifi^s Qjieene. 

Enter Richard -rsd-Gavd'' .*q 

But foft,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up ; behold* 
Thatyouinpittymaydifrolveto dew, ^ 


of Richard the fecorid. 

And Walh him frefti agafne with true-love tearfis: 

Ah thouxhe model! where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King R ichard : thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why fhouli; hard-favord griefe be lodg'd in thee. 

When triumph is become an Ale-houfe gueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman, doe not fb, 
To make my end toofuddenjlearne good foule. 

To tfiinke our former State a happy dreame, 

From which a wak’d, the truth of what we are, 
Shewesusbutthis. I amfworne Brother (fvveet) 

To grim neceflity ; and he and I 

Wilikeepea Lcaguetill Death. High thee to France^ 

And Cloyfter thee in lome Religious houfe 
Our holy lives muft win a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here have ftricken downe* 
J^.What,ismy Richard both in fhape and mind 
Transform’d, and weaken'd ? Hath Bullingbrooke 
Depos d thine Intellect ? hath he beene imthy heart ? 
The Lyon-dying thrufteth forth > his paw, v/T f 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfey wiifopage 
To be o’re-powr’d.: and wile- cliou,Pupii- r hkey 
Take thy Correction mildly, kiffe the Rodde, 

And fawne on rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beall's 3 
Ibe^.AKingot beafts indeed, if aught but beaftsy ■ ; 
Hiad beene H ill a happy King of Men* 

Good, (fometime Qgieene) prepare thee hence for France: 

1 hinkc I am dead,and that even heare thou tak’ft. 

As from tpy death-bed , my la ft li ving leave. 

In winters -teadious ntght fit by the fire 
With.gQod old folkes . and let them tell thee tales 

Or woefull ages, long agoc betide: 

- rid ere thou bid goodnight, to quit their griefe, 

I ell thoq the lamentable fall of me, 

And ffend the hearers weeping to their beds : 

For why ? the fenceleffe Brands will fympathize 
he heavy accent of my moving tongue, 
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